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IM GLAD WE) 2\ 
CAN AFFORD AN. 
AUTOMATIC DISH=- 
_ wWaAs6HER! 


I. NEVER REALIZED WE I'VE MANAGED TO 
LAUNDRY! || 


CLEAN THE ENTIRE 


BARNEY'S STILL ASLEEP 77? 
I WISH “THAT MAN HAD 
A UTTLE MORE 
AMBITION! 


BARNEY, COULD You I/D RATHER 
TAKE OUT THE y TAKE OUT ANN 


CAN'T YOU 
TAKE & JOKE; 
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BARNEY'S MUCH TOO 
FAT! HE'S REALLY 
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{ NOPE! I DON'T THINK I 
Py PP) : SHOULO HAVE USED 
i y- : we THAT METHOD! 


TIO BETTER SPuT! IF 


BARNEY EVER GETS OLT 
OF THAT CAN, HELL 
~  KIbL ME! 


COME'IN AND 
GET US, 
copPEeR / 


DL RESENT. - 
THAT REMARK! 


CAUGHT A CASE OF 
CEuRIOUS | 
pzzes! * 


ENE ENON CSW - NEW GARBAGE 
SANS Sue . CAN! 


TOMORROW YOU CAN |). Y WAS THAT GARGAGE 
/PICK UP THE REWARD . i, “ CAMNMAN A SUPER 
MONEY FOR THOSE TWO 4° "MONEY 77? | 
j CROOKS! _. ee, 


A 


YOU'D WEVER 
“BELIEVE ME! 


IO LUKE A FINE! 
NIGHTGOWN ! WHAT'S YouR 
SIZE? 


it’s FOR MWY 
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/ I DON'T THINK 
THAT GOWN |S YOUR 
: COLOR, BARNEY! - 
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BARNEY! YOU'RE 
A REAL POOL 
‘FOOL! 


OUT OF TROUBLE! 


YEAH! NEAT 
ARE YOU GOING 
TO 20 ABOUT, 


NOTHING! 
GO RIGHT 
AHEAD AND 


IT HIT HIM { 


AINO T'LL SHOW 
YOU A THING OR 
Two! 


WITH ANY ee eS 
NEW FUEL, CARS ee : LET'S ENTER 


CAN MOVE TEN es : SATURDAY'S 
TIMES FASTER! fy en : RACE AND WIN 
2 THE PRIZE 


MIDGET RACERS 
RUNT ! ny. 


THE CARS 
ARE LINING 
UP AND... 


, 1'0 RATHER 
__ FLINTSTONE'S TAKE A 
FOLLY TAKES TRAIN f 


I'O RATHER 
BE FAR FROM. 
Here! 


»GOOD! IT ONLY... ) 
COST ME $996.64. 
TO MAKE THE "THERE'S 
YOUR SHARE, 


BOYS! A COLLAR, 


THAT DINO 
ATE MY 
LOLLIPOP! 


IF YOU WEREN'T 
50 SMALL, I'D 
TEACH YOU A LESSON 
YOU! NEVER. 
FORGET!. 
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Barney, Betty and baby Bamm Bamm Rubble were 
on a camping expedition. Barney had planned te go 
camping for months and months before his vacation 
began. Now, that if was finally here, he didn’t want 
anything to ruin it. 

“Hold this tent peg while | tieateins it in,” Barney 
said to Betty. Betty took the peg out of Barney’s hand 
cand held it near the sone so Barney could pound it 
in. 

Siw you dui yes know how to pui.up a tent?” 
asked Betty as her husband unfolded the canvas that 
would be their home for the weekend. Barney didn't 


look like he knew what he was doing. The truthofthe . 
matter was that he didn’t know anything about tents - 


‘or camping. 


“Of course, 1 know ‘what I'm doing,” answered 
Barney as he untangled the tent ropes. “I’m the man 
of the house — not some stupid dum-dum! Ill take 
care of everything. {'m in:charge! | can take care of my 


* family. i'm the man of the house,” he repeated. 


An hour later, Betty was still waiting for Barney to 
pound in the first, tent peg. He had tangled up the 
ropes $0 badly that he looked like he was caught in a 
- spider's web. “Barney, I'm getting tired of holding this 
peal Will yeu please hammer it in — right now!" Betty 


“Okay, Betty, a good camper untangles the ropes 
before he hammers in the pegs, but1'll make an excep- 
tion for you,’ he answered. Barney tossed aside the 
tangled up mess of rope and canvas. He'd straighten it. 


\, 


all out later. Right now, he had to find the hammer. 
Baby Bamm Bamm crawled over te the tent that 
"Barney had fixed. It was a wrinkled, knotted up mess. 


He étarted to play with it. Before long, he'd untied. 


every knot and smoothed out every wrinkle. When 


Barney came back with the hanimer, Bamm Bamm - 


hadi the. tent all straightened out and ready to be 


[ 

“Come on, Bamm Bamm,". said Barney as he 
picked up his fishing pole. “The man of the house is go- ” 
ing to catch a big, fat fish to fry for supper.’ " Betty just 
laughed and shook her head as Barney’ “and Bamm 

Bamm walked over to the brook to go fishing. 
_ Barney tried every kind of bait in the world, but he 
couldn’t catch a single minnow. Plenty of big fish 


“ *. swam around his bait, but none of them dared to snap 
at.the hook. The fish were just too smart. It looked as if 
the Rubbles would go hungry. 

“Bamm Bamm!” shouted little Bamm Bamm whan 
he saw.a huge, rock trout swim near Barney’s bait. The 
littlest Rubble raised his club and whacked the surface 


Mice work, son,’ Comaliiitiied Barney when he 
saw what Bamm Bammi had done..“‘After the man of 
. fhe house gets these pegs | hammered i in, he'll cag 

you how to pitch that tent just like an expert.” 
“New, be careful,’ warned Betty as Barney cine 
at the peg and prepared to hammer it in. 
“Step worrying! I'm the manef the heuse,” boasted 
" Bamey as he swung the hammer downwards as hard 
az he could. He missed the peg and smashed his big 
. Seek 


toe! “Yeow! That smarts!’ he screamed as he grabbed 


his aching foot and hopped’ off toward the brook. 

While Barney was soaking his bruised toe, Bamm 
_ Bamm used his ¢lub to drive the tent pegs into the 
_ ground. It only took one swing of Bamm Bamm's 
. Mighty club to pound each peg into the dirt. When 
i “ren came back, the tent was up. 


the rock trout was knocked right out of the brook ms 
up into Barney's outstretched arms. Now, they would 
have plentytoeat. 
“I told you the man of the house would provide for 
S his femily,” bragged Barney when he returned to the 
campsite. He held up the huge, rock trout by its tail. 
Betty was impressed even though she suspected that 
Barney hada little help from Bamm Bamm. She took 
‘the fish and started to cook it. 

A hungry saber-toothed tiger smelled the fish Betty 
was frying. It smelled delicious. The big cat followed 
~ the wonderful aroma right into the Rubbles’ camp. 

“Do something, Barney!. You're the man of the 
house,’ said Betty os she pointed at-the tiger. Barney 
was teo frightened to move. He just stood there as the 
cat roared. 

“BAMM BAMMI!" shouted Bamm Bamm as he 
clobbered the cat with his club. The frightened tiger 
scampered away. 

“Now, the man of the house will sit at the head of 
the table,” said Barney when the fish was cooked. He 
picked up Bamm Bamm and put himat the head of the 
table. Betty laughed. Barney smiled and Bamm Bamm 
‘shouted: “BAMM BAMM!” - 


